
A NEW SONG IN PRAISE 0# 

Mr TAlt AND TEH HARBOUI 

BOMMlSSIOiSfEkS 


Arrah wlio hasn’s heard of the Harbour ComiuissoTiers, 
And the.rows and the ructioiis they had at iKe Boatoi 
And how all t( e srliemes of llii se vile imdo^itioniers, 
where hy the Mayor so gallantly fluredf , 

Ihe Jury wds packed bardih Harris & Callaghan, 

By those boakihg imposiors Dick Eusiel & Spai^h!^ 
Who tried to malign & eackbit our protector> 

The generous talent high minded Tail, 


CHORUS. — Singing tidy fal lal, 

Tory Jim— fora to make his importance the largfer-i^ 

, Hit dll a plan by which to insnare, 

Lord Neas who badly wanted a chargeh, 

And came for to purchace at Limerick Fa’fi 
S i Jim.gkve a larg party to which he invited^ 

His Lordship & rd who belongs t’d his set. 
Excluding ths Mayor for fear he might shared 
In the glory df Ireeiiig out Harhyur from deptl 

Shni-e we’l remember’at toe last Elections; 

I When .Teromy & Dick were enemies di.6> 

Dick said Jim W s df Oranfe extraction. 

And call’d him a sonperin need of hells fire; 

But there Dick was wrong for Jiiii never wastddi 
. His ca h upon soup tp give to rhe poor, 

Neither Papist nbr Protestant soup ever tasted; 

Fdr they got hut soft la'k ht FartUutagha’s dddf 

Bhistrirg D dk I tei' you to be easy, 

Discoid enough in our City gou’ve sown, 

Prom )dur bullying& bragitig we’renow almost criiif 
^ The time lias pulshd whi n the town was jour owli; 
So draw in youa bigd'ed s'ande.iing horns, 

And drown pa ty feelii gs for general iyeialj 
Respect our opinions & plant no more horns 
Or Sooh yoii shall khoW what the publick feel. 


The Mayor haa given two thousand in charityj, 

, And blankets piid beds to five hundred poetj 
His Hietited worth and kindly humanity, 

Scorn attack* sd corruyt and Impurd 
Tl.e thousands emplojhj by his nnceasihg energy, 
Are’iit waikirig in but well dressed and well paid; 
And if ill Oil! Ireland we had many such as He, 

We sl'O'jld see less of the Cirowbhr Brigide* 


Don’t take Jobbing renters by long tsinded syelciibl 
Compe te theth with acts and their merit is small, , 
As Bill Shakespeat himself in the play somwhere feabhil 
'J’lie most they ekprfess who sip nothihg at all, 

The favour injiiis matter achieved fdr Our City; 

, Wliat foi- years all oUr Members in vainsttovetogdtj 
'To him he the praise to the end of his days. 

Wild obtained the boncessibh we’ll iiever fohgtt, 

i 0 pliifckey Hariris great praish is avyhrdnd; , , 
for ilie manner in which lie de, ended the Maydiij] 

And Eugrie O’Calleiglian’s fanis is tfecorded. 

For he sj kite like a gentleman calmly End fair! 

Bonld Power arid M’ Donnell whogave him a dressiEj, 

1 thought to be able to name a feyt more, 

No naclsr JoC DoMnaghkr gives them'hts bl ssin|| 
itud from the puhliok a heftrtycnebr, 


